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SCENE 9

A  STREET IN THE CITY

Enter to one corner STUMPY and PRINCESS.   Enter KING
FADUMA and his ministers on a state tour of the city.
STUMPY.  Look here, you who are never satisfied with one husband,
woman whose eyes draw men towards her, my magnetic lump!   The
king of wondrous power and glory, the master of this city, will soon
be passing by, and we must try and win some alms from him.    Now,
look pleasant and  appear to be a  woman of  pure  heart who will
never break her marriage vows and who forever treads the path of
duty and love.

[The KING and ministers approach them.}

MINISTER. King honoured all over this wondrous universe,
master to whom this kingdom bows always in appreciation of his
virtue and justice ! Yonder is a woman of misery from the country,
whose devotion to her husband is pleasing to the heart. She is newly
arrived in this city, lord. Because of her purity and virtue, she is the
most deserving of all in this kingdom to receive alms from your royal
hands. If the receiver of your gifts is worthy, stainless, blameless,
your giving will indeed be an act of great merit, and will carry you
nearer to the Buddhahood you greatly desire. In our opinion, lord,
it is but through a great piece of good fortune that you have the
opportunity to reward this poor and distressed countrywoman for her
immeasurable purity.

KING. Ministers who serve me as my right arm, men whose
honour and chivalry shine as the moon, lords whose equals do not
exist in this universe, counsellors whose wisdom adorns my throne,
whose advice guides my acts, whose learning is immeasurable, my
noble statesmen who are greatly loved all over the country! Your
words are wise, and I wish to do a great deed towards the attainment
of the Great Knowledge. Bring the unfortunate woman before me, so
that I can question her, and admire her purity.

PRINCESS* Your humble servant, Misery, kneels at your feet, my
noble king, whose body shines with the light of glory.

KING (aside). Oh, while pursuing merit, towards attaining my
great desire, I am disturbed, for anger blinds me to my religion.
This is the wicked wife, this Misery supposed to be so pure. She
treacherously tried to kill me, a prince born; yet she carries this
adulterous man on her head, in a basket, serving him with heart and